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JEAliOt'SY in THI CHOIB.
BilTery-note-d,

d,

6taiT7-eye- d u4 gol
Charming Anaa .
The soprano.

All til singers' hwrt ensnared.
Long the tenor
Sought to win her,

Sought to win her for hit bride ;
And the basso
Loved the lui so.

Day and Ditht for her he fished.
The demeanor
Of the tenor

To the basso (rigid grew?
And the basso
As he was so

Mafhed, of course, grew frightened too.

Anna smiled on
Both, which piled on

To their mutual hatred fuel;
60, to win her, . rBass and tenor

Swore they'd fight a Tocal duel.
Shrieked the tenor
Like a Vennor

Cyclone howling o'er the plaint
Sang so nigh
To outvie

The bass, he split his head in twain.
Growled the basso
Till he was so

Low, to hear him was a treaty
Lower still he
Went until h

Split the soles of both his feet.
Charming Anna,
The soprano.

Mourned a week for both her fellows;
Then she wed the
Man who fed the

Wind into the organ bellows.
' The- Keo Mom

now HE GOT A WIFE
I.

In our little circle of friends there was
general astonishment when we learned
'of the approaching marriage of Valen-
tine Sancerre. Whatl he, the hardened
bachelor! the Parisian skeptic, rebelling
against every idea of matriniODy ! the gay
high liver who swore a hundred times
that he would never have anything to do
with it 1 Valentine, in short, was going
to enter the great brotherhood. And who
was he to marry? A widow? Worse
than that a provincial I We could not
understand it.

So the first time I met him I collared
him at once and asked for an explanation.

"I have hardly time," he said; "I have
a hundred things to do. But if you will
walk along with me."

So we went down the boulevard
arm in arm.

"The story is very simple," said Val-
entine, "and devilish commonplace; but
since you wish to know it I will tell it.

"In the month of February I set out
for Nice to attend the carnival festivals.
I have a horror of traveling at night. I
therefore took the 9 o'clock train, which
would briDg meat Marseilles at five min-
utes past midnight I was to pass a day
at Marseilles, where my good friends, the
liombeauds, expected me to breakfast.
The next morning I was to go to Nice,
where I was to arrive at 2 o'clock in the
afternoon.

"At the Lyons station there was a per-
fect jam, but, thanks to the proverbial
obligingness of the station agent, Mr.
Friegnoul, I managed to find a corner in
a coupe. I was alone with another trav-
eler, who wore decorations, and had a
severe, administrative bearing, and his
Bole baggage a portfolio. Assuredly he
was not going far with such an equip-
ment, and I should soon be alone.
Alone! the only thing that renders
traveling on a railroad endurable.

"Every one was in his place and the
train was about to leave when we heard
disputing voices at the car door.

" 'No, sir, no,' said some woman with
clear, fresh voice, with an imper-
ceptible Southern accent. 'I have ordered
a sleeping compartment and I must
have one.'

" ' But, madam, we have none.'
" ' You ought to have paid attention to

my letter.'
" 'We have received no letter, madam.'
" 'Put on a car, then.'
" 'Impossible. We have on the full

number. Come, come, be quick. The
train is starting.'

" 'But I must have a seat.'
" 'Well, I offer you two in this car.'
"'In there?'
"Tes, there.
"A little brunette face was thrust in

at the door and immediately withdrawn,
as if startled.

" 'Why, there are two gentlemen in
there.'

But, madam, I cannot give you a car
all alone to yourself.

' ' V'erv well. I will not co. then.'
'"As you plpase. The train will go. I

am about to give the signal.'
" "iStop, sir, stop. I really must go,

and since there is only this car. I shall
have a sleeping compartment at the next
station; shall 1 notr

"Yes, madam; yes, madam.'
" 'Do you promise me?'
" 'Oh, yes.'
" 'Surely?'
" 'Yes, yes, yes.'
"The door opened, the little brown

faoe was lost in a nile of nackaees and
rugs; a shriek from the engine pierced
the air. e had started.

"The administrative ircntleman had
seated himself near me to leave a place
free to the new comer.

"Without even casting a look at us,
nut of breath and red with ancer. she ar
ranced her bundles in the strap and
around her with that haste common to
all who hare many hours to spend in the
car. There were one, two, three bags
and rues.

"From the corner of my eye I watched
her movements, and 1 lound to my de
light that she was charming. 1 say
delight, lor really it is always more
agreeable to travel with a pretty woman
than with an old .bnglisnuian with spec
fades.

"The air was sharp and cold. The
mmtr covered with snow and lighted

by a pale sun, seemed to be flying rapid-
ly away on both sides of the car. The
fair traveler, wrapped up to the chin in
her rugs, looked s eadily and rather sul-
lenly out of the window on the left; the
official gentlem.au drew ont large yellow, I

green and blue papers from his portfolio
and read them most carefully, and as for
niyself, being comfortably seated, I
looked over the pile of papers I had
bought at the station.

II.
"It was 11:21 o'clock, and the train

topped at Laroche. The official gen-

tleman arranged his papers, rose, bowed,
and left the train. lie had hardly
alighted when the station agent addressed
bim by the title of inspector, which ha
pronounced as if tjS,e word were almost
too big for his mouth. Here our r

looked out of the car door and
called out:

" 'Station agent!'
" 'Madam.'
" 'Did you receive a telegram from

Paris for a sleeping compartment ?'
" 'Yes, madam, and scut on a dispatch

for one.'
"'Sent on a dispatch. Can't I have

otre at once?'
'"Impossible, madam. We have no

cars here. You can't have one until we
reach Lyons.'

'"Lyons! At what hour?'
"'At 5:45, madam.'
"'All day to wait, then. Why, sir, I

cannot remain in this car until that hour.
It is impossible. I will not.'

"'Take care, madam, the train is start-
ing.'

"The train moved on and she buried
herself in her corner in a rage, without
casting a look at me, while I buried my-
self in my tenth journal.

"Shall I confess that it took me longer
to read that one journal than all the oth-
er nine? I read the same line twenty
times; I even believe that I held it up-
side down. Devil take it, it eould'nt be
helped. You know what a Frenchman
is. lie can't be alone with a pretty
woman on a long journey without feeling
some emotion.

"I longed to enter into a conversation
with her, but what pretext, what sub-je- ct

could I find? Owing to the tempe-
rature lheciassic resource of windows to

raise or lower did not exist. What was
there to do, then? Attempt a common-
place remark? It was a hundred times
better to be silent. With the keen per
ception of an old Parisian 1 saw at once
that my neighbor was a woman of the
best society. To speak to her thus ab-

ruptly, without knowing her, would have
made me pass in her eyes for a common
traveling clerk. The only thing to do
was to find something supremely original
to 6ay to her. But what? What? I
racked my brains in vain and I was still
racking them when the train suddenly
stopped, thanks to the modern inven-
tions so good in case of accidents, but so
bad for travelers.

'"Touncrre; stop 25 minutes for re
freshments," cried the conductor, open-
ing the car door.

"5W neighbor arose, threw aside her
rugs, which she left in the car with her
three little bags, and alighted. It was
noon, and hunger made itself felt. She
went to the refreshment room in the sta-
tion on the other side of the track.

"I followed her. I could admire at
my ease an elegant figure, well defined
by a long beaver cloak. I also remarked
(hat she had pretty black frizzles at the

back of her neck, a gray felt hat, and
very small feet-- ;

"At the entrance of the room stood
the head waiter, in a velvet cap, and
highly favored by bearing a striking re-

semblance to Napoleon III. With a
flourish of the Land and napkin he
pointed out a long table ready for an at-

tack.
"I entered with the stream of hatless,

breathless, rumpled traveler. In short,
it was one of that file essentially gro-
tesque and painful, as regards human
form and beauty, that pours out from an
express train to feed itself in a hurry.

"I seated myself and hastily swal-
lowed the courses served me, and my
lady traveler took some soup at a sepa-
rate table. i

"I was one of the first to rise to go and
smoke a cigar on the wharf. The twenty-f-

ive courses, as usual reduced to
twenty, would soon be consumed, and
the passengers were leaving the station
in groups and returning to the cars, and
I entered mine. lady had not yet
returned. '

"I saw her looking at books at the
little book stall at the depot, on the other
side of the track. Although her back
was turned to me, 1 easily recognized
her by her pretty figure, beaver cloak
and gray hat. Her hair did not seem to
me quite so dark, but it was the effect of
distance, no doubt.

"Every one had entered the cars, and
the conductor was noisily closing the
door.

' "Why, she is going to remain here,'
I thought, 'she is" crazy,' and I shouted:
'Madam! madam! but I was too faraway;
she did not hear me. The engine
whistled and the train was about to
start. What was to be done? An idea,
swift as lightning, flashed through my
brain. She is going to remain there, in
that horrible cold, without her baggage.
She must at leat have some of her small
packages, poor little woman. So I made
an armful of the three bags and rugs,
and, flinging the whole to a brakeman
standing near the car, I cried: 'For that
lady yonder!"

1 he man took the articles and went
to the lady at the book stall. At the
same moment, in the opposite side of the
car, near the wharf, the dcor opened and
my lady traveler, Hurried and hurried
along by a cross' conductor, spring into
the car, und the train started. Horrors!
1 had made a mistake. I he traveler at
the book store was not the real one. The
same cloak, hat and figure, but it was not
sue. It is absurd to tlnuk that there are
women who resemble each other like that

in thei backs. Ah, I had done a fine
thing.

IN.
"My lady had hardly entered the car

than she game a scream.
" 'My bundles some one has stolen

my bundles,' and for the first time she
looked at me, but with what an expres-
sion in her eyes' My God! that look, do
you know, I fchall neer lorget.

.No, madum, 1 said, your bundles
are not stolen. Ihey are they are at
Tounerre.'

" 'At Tounerrc. What do you S5y?'
"I explained all to her. Ah, my friend,

I will not describe the second look she
darted at me, but I believe I shall re-
member it even longer than the first.

" 'I am distressed, madam, truly dis-
tressed,' I adJed, stammeriug, but my
motivft was good. I thought you would
miss the train thatyou would tike cold,
and I did not wish you to take cold.
Indeed, you must pardon me. Have no
tear about your effects. They are in
safe hands a baggage-maste- r. You can
telegraph at the next station. I will
telegraph wc will telegraph and they
will De sent at once. All, you will have
them! 1 promise you, even :t 1 return
to Tounerre for them myself.'

" 'Enough, sir!' she said to me. I
know what is for me to do, and she drew
back in her corner, twisting her gloves
in nor aucer.

'But, alas! poor little woman. She
had not counted on the cold. She no
longer had her nice warm rujjs, and in a
few moments she was shivering. In vain
she dreT7 herself together and wrapped
her beaver el.ak around her pretty fig
ure; she positively shivered.

luauam, l said, 1 heg you on my
knees, accept my rug. You will suffer,
and it will he my lault, and 1 shall never
console niystyl.

" 'I do not wish to talk to you, sir, she
said curtly.

"I was very nervous and excited. In
the first pi ico 1 thought her charminj;
then I was lurious at niy ridiculous blun-
der; in short, 1 was in a mood lor great
resolutions.

"'Madam,' I FaiJ, 'accept this rug or I
swear to you that I wiil throw myself en
the track.' And, flinging the rug be-

tween herself and me, 1 raised the glass
and placed my hand on the outer handle
of the door.

"Was I resolved? Between ourselves,
not quite, I think. But it seems I ap-
peared so, for she immediately cried out:

"Why, you are crazy, sir; you are
crazy.'

" 'The rug or I shall jump.'
"She took the rug and said, in a softer

tone: 'But, you, sir, will die of the cold.'
"'Do not disturo yourself about me,

madam. I am not chilly, and even if I
were cold, it would be only a just punish-
ment for my unpardonable stupidity.'

" 'Say for your too great haste, for you
are right, your intention was good, but
how could you take that lady forme?'

" 'Because she appeared to me charm-
ing.' She smiled; the ice was broken;
the ice of the conversation, it must be
understood, for otherwise I was shiver-
ing.

"But I soon forgot the cold, the jour-
ney, and everything. She was delight-
ful, exquisite, adorable. She had a dis-

tinguished mind relioed, lively, orig-

inal. She liked to travel, like myself;
she had been to Italy, like myself; to
Spain, like myself; and she, like myself,
dreamed of goiug to Knypt. In litera- -
ture, musio in everything, in short she
had the same taste as mine. Ana tnen,
imagine, we had numerous acquaintances
in common. She was intimate with the
Saint Chamas, the Lavenjoys, and above
all, with the Martbazous. To thiuk that
I had perhaps met tier twenty times in
those salons and had not observed her!
Where were my eyes? 0 reat heaven !

Where were mv eves?
"She spoke innocently and amiably,

and with that distinguished simplicity
which 1 like so much. She had a slight,
very slight, almost imperceptible provin
cinal accent a warbling ratber giving
h.r words the chirpinc of a bird. She
said 'tete.' which is hirht, instead of
'tcte.' which is heavy; 'chateau,' which

.1 '..I.... ' i.;i.18 spiritual, innieuu ui i;iuiwavi, niuuu
is stupid. It was fascinatiug.

"But although I tried every way in
tho world not to show it, good heavens,
Kw pold f w.is

"At Dijou (L'h. lMui. my right toot was
nearly frozen. We tolegrnph to Tounerre
.. tin hnnilli S b it, bchilid.

" Vt Macon ( h. 47m.) it wa3 turn for
m lft f.mt We receive tho dibpaveh
from Tounerre that the ba.ecage will ar- -

rlvn at the next dv.
"At Lyou-lVrrach- c (fh. 4&at.) my left

hand bpcomes insensible. She forgets to
ask for her sleeping compartment.

"At Valence :$tn.) my right baud
follows the example of the left I learn
that she is a widow without children.

" A f. A viVnnn ft!h. 511m. mv nose be
comes purple. I believe I understand
her that she never loved her first hus- -

"At Marseilles finally (5m. past mid-
night) I sneeze violently three times.
She holds out my rug and says to mo,
graciously, An n roir.

"Ah! her mi recoir turns my bead
"I spend the nicht at tho Hotel Nov- -

illes an agi'.ated night, filled with her
memory.

"The next morning when 1 awoke I
had the most frightful cold in my head a
human being ever had.

"Could I venture in this state to call
in mv friends, the Bombe auds? Well, I
must make the best of a bad matter. A
traveler must be excused for mishaps.
They will take me as 1 am, aud to-m-

mw th sun rfXira will cure me.
"Oh, my friend ! What a surprise I

had ! That excellent llombeaud had in-

vited several friends in my honor, and
among them she was there my traveler,
mv charmer !

"When I was presented to her an ini- -

icreeptible smile
low.

flitted across her lips.

" 'Have you heard from Tounerre?' I
asked.

'"I have, then." she answered.
"The company seated themselves at

tin table.
"'What a cold you have!' cried the

excellent Bombeaud. 'Where the devil
did vou tret it? In the cars, perhaps.

" '"Possibly. I answered, 'but truly I
do not reirret it.'

"No one understood this answer, but I
felt the kind, gentle look of my travel
inir companion reach me through the
fragrant steam rising lroiu a superb soup
(nnliiifir nil the table.

"What more can I tell you, dear
friend? The next day 1 did not go to
Nice, aud 1 shall be married in a tort
night.
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"Dar"! bressing in bapttcing drops,
Dey dribes de debbleont.

De rain dat falls upon de fields,
. It makes de titers sprout.

Den sprinkle, sprinkle, sprinkle,
. White de bells go tinkle, tinkle.

Swing low, ole chariot,
We'll dribe ole Satan out!"

The long, eteo streets of Nashville glowed
With white dust, parched and dry;

The wind, as a sirocco scorched,
Like copper glared tb sky.

A shastly form strode through the town.
And at each fireside stood :

It paused at door of rich and poor.
To tnwe its sign of blood.

Bashville held many heroes brave,
And ladiej fair and gay;

But each man's lip was blanched with fear.
And mirth all fled awsy.

Grim cholera reaped her havet down,
And faster toi'ed each day;

"While none coald turn her s'ekie back
And none her march eould stay.

Tonng Doctor Starr worked day and night
Martyr of science he

To trace the sources of the blight
And wbat its cause might be.

One night he starred from his desk.
Pushed back h's microscoie.

.And from bis laboratory strode
Al fresh-inspir- with hope.

"The seed of death are in the air.
And we mutt beat them down.

Ohj for refreshing sbowers of rain t
K'en now they'd save the town.

I'll lay my plans before the Board
Of Health at break of day."

Tbe morrow came, and Doctor Starr
The cholera's victim lay.

Only a negro, gray and old.
Bant o'e, bis master's bed.

And listened carefully to all
lie in delirium said.

"Dey calls me Daddy Wuflrss," thought
The negro to himself.

"Dey'l! tke back dat sr name befo
l'ee laid upon de sl.elf.

I'd lise to spits ole S.tan once
lie tinks to him I'll go :

But I has got some money raved
In an cle stockin'-to- e.

I tougkt dat ar money might
My freedom-paper- s buy;

But when a man sees duty cla.
And, sneakin', lets it lie.

It had been ieUor for dat man.
As Judas Scarrot said.

If he'd been liown into de sea.
A meal-sac- roun his head."

And so the old man's money bought
A horte and.water-car- t.

And ever day be drove abent
Tbe city streets and mart.

And sick men tssing on their beds
t'f fever and of pain,

Sid, as they feeblv raised their heads,
"I bear the sound of rain, -

As when in nigh of childhood passed,
Upon the roof and pane.

The air is fresher than it was,
And I can breathe again."

The last in every funeral train
ills wa:er-c- t passed by;

And, ss he went, he oltjn .rang.
With thin voice, cracked and high

"Dar's brewing in baptising drops;
Dey drhes de debble ou .

De ruin dat frll upon de fields,
It makes de iaters sprou

Den sprinkle, sprinkle, sprinkle,
While dc bells go tinkle, tinkle,
Sw-n- low, ole chariot,
We'll dribe ole Saian out!"

Tbe sconrge is lifted from the town ;
But he who died for it

Lies buried, like a faithful hound.
Beside h' muter's feet.

And when I tread that burial-groun- d.

The tears unbidden strt.
To honor "Daddy Wuflcsi," and

The old man's sprinkling cast.

Kenan and tbe Bretons.
One of the literary societies of Paris

called the Celtic Society had a grand day
recently at Quimper, in lower Brittany.
At a banquet in the evening, attended
by Bretons from Treguier, where M.
Krnest Kenan was born, and all the

towns, an interesting speech
was delivered by the brilliant French
litterateur to his compatriots, and the
London Standard' correspondent sum-
marizes it thus: "Dwelling upon idiosyn
crasies oi the lireton character, he indi-
cated the lessons that they had for the
world at large, remarking: "First, there
was the practice of moderation. One of
tho greatest evils of the present age
was a certain harshness and rigor of
judaoi it which nothing but the
pos'-ssio- n of nothing but the absolute
truth could justify, The Breton race, on
the contrary, were essentially moderate.
Having from various causes been hith-
erto outside the great world arena, their
nerves were le?s excitable and their
judgment calmer. That was an attitude
which it behove them to maintain at a
time like the present, when the world, by
dint of intransigcancc, had the
appearance of degenerating into a boxing
match. Everybody believed himself
ruht; happy he who would resign
himself to bo light with moderation.
There were no truer Democrats
than the Bretons. None understood
belter than they true equality and lib-

erty, but they advocated liberty for
others no leis than for themseles. They
were religious people, but were quite
willing that everybody should compose
ns he pleased his romance ot the infinite.
They were even tolerant of the intoler-
ant, providing intolerance was confined
to opinion and did not extend to action.
Brittany had at some periods, perhaps.
seemed superstitious, but it had never
ben ianatical. He much preferred
superstition to fanaticism. All the old
races of the West and North had been,
and still were superstitious; it was only
the r,ast that was fanatical. It, con-
tinued M. Ernest llenan, we Bretons
were only the masters we should find it
easy to solve this problem of religious
liberty that will never be settled by the
irreligious. The world is getting empty
of the spirit of devotion and of sacrifice.
I believe, then, that by tcmaining faith-
ful to our old spirit, we may render real
service to humanity. We shall be wanted
yet, depend upon it." Going on to speak
ot the courage ot his race, he incidentally
mentioned that one of the crew ot the
torpedo boat that recently passed down
the Seine through Paris was, curiously
enousrh, named llenan. In torpedoes
M. .hroest Kenan saw a combination
of courage and intelligence, or science.

I myself." he added, "have been a good
torpedo man in my way. I have in my
time given a tew electric shocks to peo-
ple who would have preferred to go on
slumbering. In the concluding passage.
31. Kenan explained the grounds
ot his continued childlike cheerlulness,
of his "strong facility for being con
tented, lie observed: 1 am very
cheerful, in the nrst place, because,
having but lew amusements when young.
J have kept my illusions, in all their
freshness: then I am cheerful, for the
more serious reason that I am quite sure
of having in my life done a good deed.
All tbe reward I should ask lor would
be to begin again. I only complain of one
thinr, that is ot being ten years too soon.
I am not a man ol letters; 1 am a man ot
the people; I am tbe outcome ot long
obscure Hues of peasants and sailors; I
have profited by their mental savings; I
am gratelul to those humble iolk who,
by their intellectual sobriety, have pro-
cured me such great enjoyments. There
is the secret of our youth. We are ready
to live when everybody else talks ot dy
ire. The human group to which we bear
most resemblance are the Slavs, for they,
like us. are at once both new in lite and
yet old. All that is best in us comes from
what went betore us. A race gives
its flower when it emerges from oblivion.
The brilliant intellectual developments
proceed lroni a vast louodation ot un
conciousness I would almost say from
vast reservoirs ot ignorance. Do not be
afraid that I am come to persuade you to
cultivate ignorance that :s a plant
which grows very well of itself. In spite
of complete and compulsory education
there will always be enough ot it. But
1 should dread for humanity the day
when know lodea should have pene
trated all it strata. Whence would oome
genius, wnicn is almost always tue
result ot a long anterior siuniDcrr
Whnnne would come the instinctive sen
tiiueuts bravery which is so essentially
hereditary, that noble love which has
nnthinc to do with reflection, itll tnoso
thoughts which are not to be accounted
for, which are in us, but yet independent
of us, and form the best part of the ap-

panage of a race and of a nation? Thanks
then, dear friends, for giving me these
opportunities ot rejoicing witn you, ana
reinvitroratine-rnvsel- bv contact with the
old spirit. Your youth enchants and
sustains me. Thanks for this festival.

Inch will leave me with a de
lichtful memory. I do not know
whether I shall see another of this
kind. A mv aee counsels me to think
ot the future life I sometimes find myself
enrared in furnishing mv memory With
thoughts to occupy it throughout all
pternitv. I assure vou that this day will
be one of the best of those which 1 shall
desire to remember, iour cordiality
your marks of esteem, will count among
the recompenses ot my lite, ana wnat-eve- r

may be said by the critics who
would confine me in a perpetual de pro
fundi. I shall so on being cheerful
X our reception assures me that since tne

forty-seve- n years which have passed
since I left Brittany, 1 have not alto
gether forfeited your regard. '

Baltenberg la Highland Costume.
Kidicule does not kill in these isles.

and Sydney Smith used to declare that
a sureical operation was necessary in or
der to make an average Scotchman p--
nrpRiate a mke. 1 be Uueen must enter
tain this opinion, or she would scarcely
have commanded 1 rince Henry ot tsat
tonherff to array himself la Highland cos
tume before the royal tram reached
lVrth last vpok. - Princess JJoatrico
husband and the Crown Prince of Hesse
l,.ft (inannrt in nrdinarv traveling Suits.
which were exchanged between Larbert
and Perth, tor the garb ot Gaul. 1 can
not understand tJWbject of making
scion ot German rsoi' sasuuerade jn

the singularly inconvenient dress of a
bygone century, which, to those who are
not accustomed to wear it, generally pro-
duces the effect of a dance in fetters.
The Aneen might just as well have ar-
rayed her sou-in-la- w in a Chinese cos-

tume, with a cap and bells. There were
plenty of people at the Braemer "Gather-
ing," last Thursday, but there was a de-

cided lack of "go" about the whole affair
and thinga altogether were desperately
dull. I do not wonder that Prince Henry
was glad to get back to Balmoral, for he
looked miserably uncomfortable and

in his fantastical Highland dress
of gaudy Stuart tirtan. and reminded
one of the proverbial hog in armor. It
was, moreover, what Highlanders call a
"fresh" afternoon, and as the air became
keen the unfortunate young man's teeth
seemed to chatter with cold, for the kilt
is rather a trying garment under such
conditions. It may be hoped that the
poor shivering prince was allowed to re-
cruit himself on returning to the castle
with a tumbler of steaming "toddy," as
he manifestly stood in need of some
warm aud invigorating refreshment.

London Vice.
Cardinal Manning, in the October num-

ber of the Arorth American Review, sus-
tains the charge of the Pall Mall Gazelle
about the infamous crimes of London.
Speaking of the existing law of England,
the cardinal thus shows how thpy en-
courage inhuman crimes: "15y our pres-
ent legal code a girl cannot give her con-
sent to marriage before the age of
twenty-on- e, but she is legarded as capa-
ble of consenting to her own ruin at the
age of thirteen years. The man who
marries her before twenty-on- e is punish-
able by law. The man who ruins a child
at thirteen escapes with impunity. She
may ruin herself at thirteen, but cannot
marry, for defect of consent' till twerrry"r
one. It anyone should know that his
dog or cat were detained in any house,
the police, with all expedition, could
search for his property. But if he knew
that his child were detained in tha house,
neither he nor the police could enter it.
His only remedy would be by writ of
habeas corpus, which could not be ob-
tained for many hours, and perhaps for
days; but the ruin of his child raviht be
at any moment. Once more, I say, chil-
dren of thirteen, and all girls above that
age, are supposed to be agents, and capa-
ble of consertin? to their own
ruin; thus he who ruins them for life
escapes with impunity, on the rule ' Vo-

lenti nonfi. irjuria.' It has been there-
fore solemnly argued, by men. who have
great legal reputation, that the abomina-
ble and inhuman trade of the procurer
and the procuress cannot be punishable
at law, because the end to which their
hideous traffic is directed is not illegal.
Here we have another legal dictum ; the
accomplices are not punishable because
the principals are within the rights of
their liberty." After stating how every
effort to amend these infamous laws was
persistently defeated "for five longyears,"
the cardinal then refers to Mr. Stead's
assault: "This heartless delay, full of
fatal consequences of demoralization and
wreck and ruin to the innocent, the
helpless of our people, justly aroused the
indignation of those to whom justice and
mercy are more dear than the redistribu
tion of seats or the disfranchisement for
medical relief. Prompted I might say
stung by an indignant impatience, the
editor of the Pall Hall Gazette, and other

men, defying all antaeonists.
entered upon their warfare against the
dominion of cruelty and lust. I have
said elsewhere that many of those who
profoundly sympathize in the motives
which induced the Pall Mall Gazette to
take up the question might have de.sired
its modes and expressions to have been
revised and chastened; but that in such
matter ot moral life aid death, and above
all, when the obloquy and calumny of the
bad and hasty and short-sighte- d censures
of some good men, were heaped upon
those who entered the furnace to sava
souls, I should hold it to be not only un-
generous, but cowardly and cruel, not to
stand between the handful of men who,
for the moral life of England, dared this
courageous action, and the whole world
of their censors. The subject of this ac
tion is intrinsically just and merciful.
The incidental evils that may arise are
of a lower order, and depend upon the
use or abuse which individuals may
make of these terrible' revelations."

The thistle and Shamrock.
The thistle is called carduus in bot

any. 1 here are about thirty varieties!
it in r.urope, but none are lound indige-
nous in the new world. The carline
thistle obtains its name from a tradition
that the root of the common carline was
shown by an angel to Charlemagne as a
remedy for the plague which prevailed

his army. Varduu Jicnedcitus. the
Blessed Thistle, was long held in ex-
travagant estimation on account of its
virtues. It is a native of the Levant.
and though its qualities were most high
ly appreciated in the middle ages, yet it
is still cultivated in some places for its
medical properties. The origin ot the
Order of the Thistle is obscure. The
stemlcos variety is recognized as the em
blem ot Scotland. Ihe Order ol the
Thistle is the highest of Scottish chiv-
alry, and the flower is one of the three
which compose the wreath of Great
Britaio and Ireland. When James IV
of Scotland and Margaret, daughter of
HeDry VII of England, were united in
marriage the ecottisii poet, w imam
Dunbar, sang ot the 'Union ot the this
tle and the Rose." A h: 'red years
later the two flowers were moivN-'losel-

bound together wben the great-grandso- n

of those royal persons became ti ames I
of England, being already James
VI of Scotland. Not much of
romance hangs about tne thistle.
It is not unsuitable as a type of the
rugged country and of the honest charac
ter of the people whom it represents.
Yet nowhere grow more beautiful and
profuse flowers than in the Highlands; 3ij i .u i.: i 'auu uuwuuru aic tuts woraiugmeii uuu
women more gentle than in Scotland.
There is an amount of intelligence and
courtesy among the country people there
which we do not find on this side of the
Tweed. Nor does the thistle appear to
be more dominant in Scotland than in
the north ot England, where its stalk
will often attain to a hight ot six or
eight feet, and its bloom to that of five
or six inches. The smaller thistles are
so perfect in shape and so bright in color
that tocy can be worn or used in decora
tion, and not merely reserved for the
proverbial donkey. The Scottish Order
of the Thistle was not the only one; in
1370 Louis Duke II of Bourbon insti-
tuted another ot the Chevaliers du
Chardon. on the'occasion of his marriage
with Anne, daughter of the Dauphin of
Anvergne.

Ihe shamrock, which is the emblem ot
Ireland, is not known by its flower, but
by its leaves; it is a little trefoil, as is
clover, but is very rare in England and
not common in Ireland. Bentham, in his
liritUh Flora, says that oxalis acetocella,
or wood sorrel, is tho original shamrock;
it has a pale pink, almost white, flower,
which is said to bo very plentiful in

oods in Anril. He also states that the
purple Dutch clover (triolium rvpens),
which we all know so well, is now ac-

cepted as the shamrock. The tradition
runs that St. Patrick, when preaching in
Erin, gathered a shamrock, and nsed it to
illustrate the doctrine of the Holy Trin-
ity. From this circumstance, the tre-
foil has become accepted as the national
emblem of the Emerald Isle, and on the
17th of March every Irishman who can
obtain a few leaves thereof wears them
in his buttonhole, and many little boxes,
containing a tiny root, arrive by post, ad
dressed to Irishwomen living in Jbngland.

Ihe (Juiver for October.

Mme. Tnssand's Early History.
Evervbodvhas heard of the show: but

everybody does not know that its lound
ress was in her day a famous woman

the most remarkable woman in Knit--
land." the great duke used to call her.
She met, while yet a girl, at nor uncle s
table, many ot the men whose names be-

came afterward famons enough Vol-
taire, Rousseau, Franklin, Robespierre,
Mirabeau and Marat. She was drawing
mistress and friend to the Princess Eliz
abeth, one of the gentlest and most inno-
cent of all the innocent victims of the
revolution. After the Reign of Terror
she married, and, when she nad attained
the age when matrons usually settle
down to enjoy existence more thoroughly
than ever, poor Mme. lussaud lound her'
self in England alone, with hardly a pen
nv in bat pocket. The happy thought
struck her that she might follow ihe exg
ample of her uncle, and form a kind ot
museum of wax casts of contemporary
celebrities turning her natural skill in
wax modeling to practical account. The
idea wis a success. Mme. Tussaud made
a fortune. The exhibition has always
been a favorite one. and it is not likely
to be less popular now that the figures
have been removed to a building large
enough to hold them and their visitors
without crowding, and without the ac-

companiment of a stifling atmosphere
Ihe great marble staircase at tbe en-

trance, the original price of which was
lJ:tJ,8ot itseU worth a visit. ft htU- -

hall JCevtetc.

SEASONABLE KHYHES.
The wum't oposlropJs torts Dili'

Good-by- e,

O, fly.
The cause of mnch profanity 1

Go die, ,
Damned fly,

TttAn tMUUtr nf hnmtnUvl
The autumn comes, the summer dies.
Uboa rt powerless now to tantalise.

Ua! hal
Ta, ta. '

The eold I
Takes hold

Of thee at night: I'm glad of it!
Ah, me! 1

Through thee i
A dreadful time I've had of it ;

All through the summer time, thon pest
Kow give my poor bald head a rest, '

By, by.
Shoo, fly! J

SAoof lie hat! '. j'
The antnmn approaches, and age and youth ;
The plug and the Darbs and soft Kossuth

To wear will soon begin ; . J
Bat the impecunious man looks blue,
And he begins and wonders what he will do . j

When they call the straw hats in. '
. I

This life holds little for him hnt. im. J

And he feels that everything here below
Is profitless, stale and flat;

He knows that aiwin as 1,a Mhnnt. IThe streets the small bors will after him shoi
nil ni; mere I shoot the hat I

Meteorotoairal FtifiVofioa.
Kow winds blow softly and winds blow high,
Alternately clondv and clear the sky,

For changeable weathor is here.
One day a chill in the air we note.
And button oar overcoats up to the throat.
The next we long for a seersucker coat .

And a schooner of lager beer.
Button Courier,

DOT'S SLIPPER.
"I, for one, intend going," said little

Dot Wycliffe, with a determined look in
her eye, which causes pappa to smile be-

hind the morning paper and say to me,
in an undertone, that the child is going
to stand up tor her rights at last.

A warm diriftussion na.4 been coin? oh"

this caused by;
letter from Uncle Charles Wycliffe, in
which he asks if one or two of the eirls
can be snared in him inr a four w0iW '

Now, let me tell you about Uncle
Charles. He is ppa s elder brother,
and consequently came first in inheriting
a vast property which descended from
his grandfather, and now he has bought
a summer residence at a beautiful coun-
try spot, and wants two of his nieces to
help him entertain the hosts of people
he nas invited to stay during the summer.

"I think Helen had better go, for
one," says mamma, who is sitting with a
troubled look on her face, for she knows
that every one of her five daughters wil)
put in a plea to go. 1

I am Helen, the oldest of these trouble-
some daughters, and being the oldest
have had to watch and care for the
others, as mother has very poor health
and cannot have all the household duties
devolve upon her. ,i

The talk of my going at first causes a
frown on three faces (for, as Dot has never
been refused anything in her life, they
have made up their minds to her going);
but then mother tells the girls, in bet
own quiet way, that Helen nas not been
looking well lately, on account of sewing
so constantly, and that she wants to
brighten up and look bettpr before Tom
takes possession of her in' the fall, they
reluctantly consent to my going.

Although eighteen on her birthday
Dot seems just as much of a eh '.d as she
was when she wore her little ruffled
aprono and went to the village
there the torment and pet ot all her
teachers and tbe queen among her
schoolmates; even now she has complete
control over papa.

"Yes, I intend going," she continues.
with a saucy little gesture, as if we were
disputing with her, "but, daddy dear, do
you know 1 haven't any clothes fit to
take with me? unless Bess and Nan
will lend me their best."

This last is said as a bright after
thought; but before Bess and Nan have
had time to consider the enormity ot the
favor to be granted. Dot has thought of
another plan and has waltzed over to
have a confidential chat with mamma.

"The very thing," we hear her ssyr
after a few minutes conversation,
"Helen can make over that blue for me
and the plaid silk for herself, and with
wbat we have already wc will get along
nicely."

The blue and plaid silks are to coma
from an old trunk, where mother had
stowed them away, for they had belonged
to her when in her voung days she doDncd
them and touched Papa Wyclifl'c's hearti

During the next two weeks the dr's?
are made to Dot's satisfaction, and o" f.ne
morning of the 30th of June the east,
Jiaia-ouim- a train noius two passengers,
one of whom is crying because she is
leaving her poor daddy behind. This is
Dot.

"Allow me the pleasure of introducing
my two nieces, Rodney. Girls, this is
ir. St. John, who, I bslieve, is one of

your neighbors," says Uncle Charles, the
morning after our arrival.

So this is Rodney St. John, who at
last has come home from bis wanderings
in the Old World and will now probably
improve that- - grand old home of his
which has bcen going to wa9te the last
fifteen years. Yes, he is telling Dot that
he is thinking of making that his homo
in the future, and the child is actually
saying that she is on quite intimate terms
with his present housekeeper.

"Mr. St. Jobu, you have not seen
around these beautiful grounds yet; so if
you will come with me now I will act as
guide," says a young lady whom Uncle
Charles had called Miss Reed.

"I should be very happy to do so, and
especially with such a charming com-
panion,'.' replied Mr. St. John on their
way out of the breakfast-room- .

From the drift of the conversation now
I imagine that Mr. St. John and Miss
Reed are considered as each other's
properly.

Mr. St. John and Dot seem on very in
timate terms; it annoys me greatly, for
if he is engaged to Miss Reed I would not
like to have him steal our little sun- -
beam's heart away.

" Where is my girl?" said Uncle
Charles, meeting me in the hall. "I
want to see if she will go with mc over to
the gardener s.

Indeed I do not know; I have not
seen her for an hour or two," I made
reply.

"Helen, I think we have all been mis
taken in regard to St. John and Miss
Keed. lie auietly hinted last night.
while out on the piazza smokiDg, that he
would like a mistress for his house, and
that if he could by any means induce a
certain little lady not far from tho house
to come over, he would be very happy.
As I politely told him a good while ago
that this October would see you Mrs.
Tom Morris, I suppose it is the little
Dot he means," and leaving me to gather
no mv scattered ideas, he departs.

Oh. dear, where is Dot f It she were
here I could surely find out what she
thinks of Mr. St. John.

As if in answer to this she came bound
ing in all out of breath, and, sinking into
an easy chair, exhibits a toot berett ot
slipper.

here in the world have you been.
and where is your slipper?" I exclaimed,
thinking the child bad suddenly lost her
senses.

"Down in the cherry trees. Miss, is the
answer to your first question: and Mr.
ht. John has my supper is the answer to
vour last, and then, as it she had con- -

troled a laugh as long as she could, peal
after peal resounds throueh the room.

JNow. i 11 tell you all about it, she
says, puckering up her mouth and saying
"prunes" before she begins. She had

to, T,nrvA bia ibnf &fica T? it vltnIUIU Ulb kuu nuuw nico ACWVU, V.

scarcely ever got beyond a smile, always
looked as it she said prunes to keep her
mouth straight. "I climbed up into the
cherry tree to read, and to eat a few oher-rie- s,

of course, and just as I got fairly set
tled what should my old slipper do but
si in off and fall clean down. Indoed. I
actually thought it was going to search
for the roots of that tree, but it took a
notion to ston on tbe grass, and as I
thought it was safe there until I came
down. I didn t go after it: out. oh. dear,
I wish I had, for Mr. St. John came
along a little while after and picked it up
and looked at it so close v that 1 though
be would ask it where its mate was, and
then it would surely have pointed up the
tree.

"He savs: 'I euess she has been sit
ting reading here, with her slipper off,
and has gone home without it, thongh
how she could have forgotten it is
mvsterv to me.'

"I know he meant Miss Reed, and now
what will I do. for he put it in his pocket.
and when be goes to give it to her she
will say it doesn't belong to her, and he
will find out that I climbed that tree
and. dear. dear. I wish I was home.

I can see that Dot has do suspicion in
regard to Mr. St. John's feelings toward
hnr, and 1 haven t the heart to enlighten
her on the subject.

And now. how do you like me: says
Dot that evening. Tis the only time
she has worn the light-blu- e silk, and
know she will be eclipsed by none at the
party.

"You look pretty well, dear," I make
repiy, straightening a loop here and
flounce there, the better to feast my eyes
upon ner remarkable beauty.

The music hta begun and I see Bod

ney St. John take my sister into tbe con
servatory. I can do nothing else but
wait. An nour passes betore they ap-
pear, but I know from the shy light in
JJOt s eyes, and tne proud look on Mr,
St. John's face that it has all been set
tled to their satisfaction.

"And to think," says Dot to me when
we went to our room, "It was I he was
talking about under the tree, and . I
thought it was Miss Reed; but she is en-
gaged to a cousin of his and that's what
makes her so fond ot Rodney.

Liszt and the Gypsies.
Weimer correspondence of the New

xork Tribune: Idolized like Goethe in
the classical days of ei?htv vear nan
Franz Liszt is spending bis days in the
German Athens as the protege and friend
of the Grand Duke and Duchess. His
borne is an ideal one for composer or
poet. Vines twine about the windows
and roof, and roses hang in clusters
above the door. The garden stretching
toward the park, hlled with flowers and
stately trees, is a favorite trysting place
for "the master" and Lis friends.
Weimer is proud of Liszt. It accents
him as the anointed follower of the great
spirits oi tne past, ana reveres him as it
Only can. Born in the land of Kossuth,
the scion of a poor but noble family,
Liszt passed his early childhood among
the mountains of his nativity, soon mani-
festing a talent which foresjadowed his
future career. "Another young virtuoso
fallen from the clouds, who charms us to
the utmost. The boy's performance bor-
ders the incredible and one almost doubts
the physical possibility when beholding
the young giant thunder Hummel's
compositions with the creative ease of a
Zeus," wrote a Vienna critic before the
first decade had passed over the boy's
head. A year later, all Paris was at his
feet caressing him, as Naples once petted
Mozart. The forsaken race of the gyp-
sies and their mo "c has been to Liszt as
manna from Heaven. Liszt loved them
in the mountainous holds of his native
land. "Their memory," lie says, is asso-
ciated with my earliest recollections and
liveliest impressions. Later, I myself
Became a wandering virtuoso like them
in my Fatherland." And of Bihary, the
gypsy violinist, he says: -- "Like drops of

essence beat the tones of his
violin upon my ear, and were my memory
as plastic as clay, and each note a dia-
mond pin, they could not be more deeply
rivet :d in its walls." List's days in
Paris were full of adventure and ro-
mance. His ability lrade him the hero
of the literary and musical world; his
love conquests were as numerous as the
encounters of Don Quixote, or the ex-
ploits of Dalgetty. Suffice it to say that
he left the French capital to settle in
classic Weimar as director of the a,

where he created, in part, the
new musical epoch. The friendship of
the exiled Wagner, which, independent
of their subsequent kinship, became as
ideal as that between Schiller and Goethe,
dates ila beginning there. About thirty-fiv- e

years ago Lohengrin and lannhauser
were produced for the first time on any
stage, usheriDg in the revolution and as-
suring the fortune of his famous friend.
Later Liszt spent some years in Rome
as abbe-direct- of the Pope's capella,
reforming the music of the Church. But
k&irresistibie longing for the German
soil filled his breast again. The little
city on tbe lira had become dear to his
heart, and he returned to it as his home
and has kept it as such ever since. Like
Sir Launfal, z nerosily has at last re
duced his means. But here the resem-
blance to the famous knicht CA9RPS ' no
fairy-betroth- has awarded him the
parse "that was never empty." Many
a'e the stories told of him here. Scan-
dal has neither held its breath nor
turned away its eye. Numerous families
of patrician birth have suffered much
because of this aged Don Juan. Even
in these days, when the white locks and
nervous hands betray the comintr octo
genarian, he is loved and quarreled over
as though Byron's blood coursed in his
veins. His present donna is a barones
by marriage, but a born princess of the
Russias. Wonderfully clever, she pre-
pared a son for college and charms her
admirer with the beauty and spirit of
her conversation. Her devotion to Liszt

nows no bounds. Amusinc ar th
rivalries among the car lidates for his
tavor, their quarrels and mutual con
tempt when destiny brings them to-
gether wrangles which the "Master"
(the title he prefers to all his seventy

ihers) is not able to obviate, thongh as
suave and diplomatic as Alcibiades.
Oh, I must talk to all of them

at once, he cried, "or they
will tear one arother to nieces I

watched him closely at an afternoon
nany to discover where the influence
ay. .Nature has not favored him an the

Apollo Goethe, but just as truly is "his
lute a woman's broken heart." Liszt is
is anything but handsome, of less than
medium height, his face disfigured by a
number of wans, a great Graeco-Roma- n

nose, a large mouth, a broad chin, and
ears that certainly indicate his munifi-
cence, are, save his hair, his most strik-
ing characteristic. But his eye sparkles
with the fervor of youth, his hand has
yet the macical touch that glides over
the keys as though in very communion
with their every secret. And his man-
ner! Ah! There it is! His seventy-fou- r
years have enhanced rather than dimin-
ished his gallantry, and every woman
falls victim to it. One can never see his
worn, bent head with its silver halo,
without remembering those strong days
of hisyonth in Hungary, and his love for
that strange, fatherless race of hia nativn
aud. which revealed him the nrf nf

their dukes and captains, made him their
eompanion by day, and at night the bed-
fellow of their dusky children under the
canopy of Heaven. No pen has described

his race with the beauty and force ot
Liszt's. "Later I mvself became a wan
dering virtuoso like them in my Father
land. I remained like them, a stranger
to the people; followed, like them, my
own ideal. He is still following that
deal ana nas lett its impression on all

parts of the world.

The Countess O'tnlllran.
The Countess O'Sullivan. otherwise

"Mme. Wolter," the eminent Viennese
actress, relates in Le Figaro (Paris) the
story ot ner recent performance at Mu-
nich before the King of Bavaria, who
was, as is his invariable practice, the sole
s;ectator on the occasion. Mme. Wolter
owns to having looked forward with con-
siderable misgivings to the prospect of
facing an empty house, accustomed as
she is to see the theater packed from
roof to coiling. Nervous and trembling
when first she stepped on the boards, she
all at once became inspirited by the re
flection, which suddenly occurred to her,
that what her audience wanted in quan-
tity it made up in quality. King Louis
being notoriously one ot the most pas-
sionate play-goer- s, and admittedly one of
the best judges of acting to be found in
his domioions. She was not long in re-
covering full possession of all her pow
ers, and she has rarely, she says, been
able to throw so much fire and spirit into
her acting as she did on that occasion.
She several times tried to make out tbe
silhouette of her solitary auditor, who
who was seated in the royal box opposite
tne stage, but tailed to pierce the dark'
ness in which the auditorium was en
veloped; for that part of the house is, it
seems, never lighted when King t,ouis
goes to the play. Mme. Wolter is in
clined to justify the sovereign's craving
ior solitude on the occasion ot his visit
ing the theater. The sights and noises
of a full and brilliantly lit house keep
constantly destroying the illusion, and
recalling the spectators, and the actors
no less, to the realities of life. The sup
pression of every element of disturbance
and distraction permits the King not
merely to enjoy the spectacle with com
plete freedom from interruption ot any
kind, but to surrender himself so fully to
tbe artistic illusion as to take, in Mme.
VV olter s words, the fable of the poet
for the reality; and it is known that
King Louis s absorption in a well-acte- d

piece does, in tact, go that length.

A Gbost Story.
Amongst the other great houses whose

owners nave lately been selling their
libraries is Lopey Hall, near .Norwich.
the scat of Lord Stafford. To this same
library is attached a ghost story. It is
said that it is haunted by the phantom of
a priest, who was chaplain to a former
lord, and who, having heard a lady's con-
fession, made a memorandum of it on
naner. and hurriedly slipped it into
volume on one of the shelves, and as long
as he lived his search for the missing
paper was fruitless. Since bis death
every search has been made for it, and
without success; but once a year, the
story goes, the good priest is seen to
wander late at night through the apart
ment to renew the quest. His white
hair and black robe are seen from time to
time as he ranges the house in which he
once was a familiar presence; but be
disappears as soon as the clock strikes
mianigni. jjonaon jjije.

n . . .
JLyohi Tasteless Syrup of Quinine pro-

duces exactly the same effect aa the bitter
Children love to tt ifH - m -

T TBI OLD MILL.
For the Sunday Appeal.

All the snmmer day is dead,
Every flower, fair and sweet.

Folds its leaves and hangs iu head
la the dying daylight's heat.

Faint, the sunset lineera still ;
tioldea arrows from its quiver

Fall aslant the old stone sail! ;
Touch the old bridge o'er the river.

And the water flowing br.Lapping slowly to the sea.
Mirrors bridge, and mill, and sky.

In their beauty faithfully.
Not a sign of life or sound

Breaks the stillness of the spot:
Idle stands the moss-grow- n wheel.

Turn and splash fore'er forgot.
Long ago, the old mill there

Teemed with life from floor to rafter;
Swiftly turned the water-whe-

Kchoed load the hearty laughter.
When the sun was slipping down,

When the river lay at rest.
Ire the lit lies closed their hearts.

And the birds sang at their best,
Rowing idly down the stream.

Drifting through tbe silvery water.
With her lover by her side.

Came the miller's blue-ey- daughter.
Slow the dip of splashing oars.

'Neath the bridge they float along;
Sweetly to the passer-b- y

Comes their snatch of laugh and song.
From the city near he earns,

Saw the rude bridge and mill ;
Sketched them with a master touch ;

And when done, yet lingered still.
Lingered through the summer days.

Teaching her the story old ;
Watching in her asuro eyes

All her loving heart unfold.
Strange that love so true may plead,

Rank and wealth eaeh sue m vain;
Genius, Fame, all laurel crowned,

Fail a woman's heart to gain.
Then comes one with careless smile.

Vet who bears the magio wand;
Has the rose of fatal gift,
. At whose toueh all hearts respond.
When her trusting love was won.

Sketched the mill and pretty dell ;
Summer's play and work were done.

And her lover said farewell.
Through the autumn's golden hase.

Waited she his cooing back;
'Till the smiling springtime came.

Bringing summer in its traok.
Tet he name not. One fair morn

As thy passed along tbe bridge.
Found her in the lilly blooms.

Lying at the water i edge.
All the snnny golden hair

nouna ner like a Halo liav.
Id is last picture he should taint.

Call it, "End to Summer PIlay!"
Nevermore, oh aiure eyes I

Will yon watch for him again.
Nevermore, oh trusting heart I

Will you wake to throb of pain.
All beyond grief, vain regrets.

In the river's eooling breath;
Thon has lost life's vague unrest.

Found, at hut, the calm of death.

Drifting on, the river glide
Past the bridge's old stone piers;

Idle stands the water mill,
old and gray with dust of years.

Round the sunlit, purple hills.
Silence settles, wide and deep;

All the pretty, wooded dell
Lies beneath the charm, asleep.

cuiolbs rLtiSigTS.
HngTsviLLi, Ala.

Tonng Women Who Gamble.
Philadelphia letter in New York Ex--

press: Ihe A etc of this city is respon
sible tor the following assertions touch-
ing the doings of gamblers in New York,
which will be read with surprise by your
police detectives, and by many of your
young men about town. Its correspond
ent writes: Mrs. Jennie Perkins, the
wife of Sam Perkins of San Francisco,
who, in a fit of jealeus rage, blew powder
in her face, from a pistol without a
a bullet, is the one and only female
gambler in New York who deals her own
game, and has for a "look-out- " a Miss
Nora Brookes, a tall, rather pleasant- -
laced brunette, with Hashing eyes, and
quick, decisive movements. Miss Brookes
is the daughter ot bam Brookes, who, in
the palmy days of the building of the
Central Pacific railroad, was always on
band with his "lay-out- " and his little
daughter to capture what they eould of
the ducats from the pay-ca- r. Jennie
Perkins is a woman of abont forty years
of age, very stylish and commanding
figure, but is constantly veiled, owing to
the powder marks on her face, and
already this summer, at Long Branch,
has she set the curiosity-seeker- s and
the newspaper correspondents "wool-
gathering as to her identity. Their
establishment, in West Thirty-fourt- h

street almost in sight of Judge Hilton's
and Mrs. A. T. Stewart's residence is the
headquarters for a rich set of clubmen,
bachelors and wealthy benedicts who tire
of home influences. A peculiar feature of
ner game, I may almost say novelty in its
conception, is the introduction of young
women who do all the betting. For in-
stance, if a newcomer is introduced into
the house, the frequenters being aware of
the modus operandi and introducing
friends, he is introduced to a perfectly
proper female. If he wishes to play he
is given to understand that this is a
"lady's game." but she will play for bim.
He hands her $100 or $200, or even
more, just as he pleases, and she plays;
halt ot her winnings go to him and the
remainder to herself. If she loses she of
course expects a consideration for her
efforts. At 1 o'clock precisely tbe house
is closed. The gentlemen depart and
the ladies remain. Three of the young
girls, who are "players" and constant
frequenters of this place, are in the day-
time models for young artists, and the
other four for there are only seven

depend on their earnings for a
living. The game was started one year
ago last December, and was formerly on
West Seventeenth street, just off Broad-
way, but last November they moved up to
their present quarters, which are sumptu-
ously fitted up, and to the nnitiat-e- d

are nothing more or less than a
private boarding-bous- e. On Fifth ave-
nue, not far from Twenty-fir- st street, is
an establishment run by Colonel" Fitt-reral- d

Buckner, forjBswly" of Lomisrille,
Ky., and who tor many years played
quiet games of card in the saloons of
the steamers between St. Paul, Minn.,
and New Orleans. This is unquestiona-
bly one of the most exclusively aristo-
cratic games in New York City. A
prominent New York judge lost $7000
there in one sitting; a well-know- n

States Senator won $5000 and
some odd dollars, and it was asserted
that a prominent iNew xork Maiden
Lane merchant was forced into bank
ruptcy by his losses there. I believe it
is the only gambling place where muaio
can be heard, playing softjow melodies
to the ring of the chips. The divorced
wife of a well-know- n society man, who
killed himself in Paris after she secured
the divorce, is the mistress of the "Col-
onel," and punctually at midnight every
nigm wnen tne game is open sne receives
the gentlemen on the second floor, where

spread a sumptuous repast. There
are seven gambling places in the city
into wnica none out lemaies are ad-
mitted. One on Fourteenth street is
back of a very fashionable modiste's
store, run by Hugh Simmons and Helen
Davenport. Ihis is patronised by tbe
middle class. Another, on Lexington
avenue, not far from Twenty-sixt- h street,
is a very quiet game, presided over by
Phil Bloodgood and bis wife, and so on
down to one on Thompson street, run by
a man named Sheckey, which is for the
lowest class. The most aristocratio one
is on Sixth avenue, above Thirty-fift- h

street, run in tbe interest ot Jennie rer
kins and JNorah Brookes, who own tbe
one for gentlemen on West Thirty-
tourtn street. n,ven young misses
scarcely seventeen years of age are wel-
comed here. The eame is onlv slaved in
the daytime. Hardly two years ago the
wife ot a prominent cml lawyer, whose
office is in Wall street, and who lived in
comfort and luxury on Madison avenue,
near Forty-fir- st street, became so infatr
nated with this game that after pawning
all ber jewelry and rich garments during
tbe absence ot her husband, who was ar
guing a case in the Supreme Court in
Washington, sent her baby and a nurse
to her sister at Yi hite I lains to spend
the day, and then deliberately sold her
household furniture to play.

The Weslejs In the Kertk f England.
John Wesley was joined in the work in

the North by his brother Charles, and
speedily after that first visit land was ob
tained lrom an ancestor or the present
mayor of Newcastle, on whiob it was in-

tended to build a center for evangelistie
effort in the North a place of rest for
the tired worker, and an orphan home
for the children of tbe poor. In the
building, in March. 1743. the first meet
ing was held; and it is noticeable that
this was the second of the "preaching
houses" of Weslev in Great Britain.
Over the Orphan Home Grace Murray
became the matron, a lady whose name
would have become Wesley had John
had his way. His followers (they formed
not a denomination then) were not
treated with much kindness, either by
churchmen or dissenters, but they in
creased in number. There were frequent
visits from the Wesleys and the chief of
their followers, and successive passages
in John Wesley's "Journal" tell a dif
ferent story of tbe reception he met
with, and of the impressions he formed
of the Tyne and the North. There is,
however, a story told which seems au-
thentic, and wnicb may be quoted from
Dr. B race's "Qld Newcastle," Wesley
snake on one oecasian from one of the
landings of an external staircase. leading
ta the main floor of the town-Vaw-U

k. A.v uThs nvsMittiowr. I
r J . r Lj,
by aometj$toaa

woman of the name of Biiles rushed to
his assistance. Putting one hand round
his waist, she extended the other, with
elenched fist, toward his assailants, and
exclaimed. 'Now touch the little man if
you dare! Her appeal was irresistible,
and the preacher proceeded in peace."
This was the Newcastle where women
were bricklayers' laborers, where tho
town' receipts were stored in a huge
wooden ehest, and where noble families
lived in mansions where now are
warehouses by the riverside. John
Wesley, on another visit, in 1745, re
cords that the mavor ordered the towns
men to be undur arms." and that "Pil
grim Street Gate was ordered to be walled
up. the Pretender threatening the town.
And when, in 1759, that untiring preacher
again visited the Tyne metropolis, he
says: "After preaching I rode on to
Newcastle. Certainly, it I did not be-

lieve there was another world I would
spend all my summers here, as I know no
place in Great Britain comparable to it
tor pleasantness. But I seek another
country, and therefore am content to be
a wanderer upon earth." How far the
difference in the two pictures he draws
of the place and the people is due to the
fact that the keelman were those amongst
whom he was mixing on the first visit.
or how far love threw a glamour over
the Tyne from the Orphan Home, we
need not ask. We need not enter into
the long records we have of the visits
of Wesley to the Tyne, the Wear,
the dales, to Hartlepool, and to the
largest part of the North. His work was
done, and done well ; since then the Or-
phan Home has passed away; the keel-
man, a mutinous race, are passing
away. Sandgate, where "a lassie" sang

Weel may the keel row, is no longer
.L tir 3 rr it. .. itue vt rappiug ui tue J. yue, tue oiqiucu- -

sons have changed the land of the
North, and,andthe aspect of the sea and
the river is altered by steam navigation.
Could the Wesleys revisit the scenes ot
the past they would, in Maeaulay's
words, scarcely recognize "one landscape
in a thousand," and possibly the Tyne
district would not be that one. And
great as is the physical change, the
moral one is greater. As early as 1746,
Newcastle was made one of seven cir-
cuits of the society; it grew influential,
and though it has been severely tested
by divisions, both in the Kilham and the
"Fly Sheet" controversies, the northern
districts have increased in numbers, in
strength, and in the appliances that lead
to growth. In 1767 the first missionary
collection was made there by Wesley. So
long ago as 1812, the first "swarming"
from tne old chapel near Pilgrim Street
Gate took place, an East Knd chapel
being formed. Next, in 1S20, the chief
Wesleyan chapel. "Brunswick, was

record of the division of the town into
circuits; and now Wesleyan Methodism
is one ot the chief ot tbe forms ot faith
that the northern metropolis holds, and
when its conference is held there this
year tor tbe fourth time, a Wesleyan
mayor is found to bid his tcllow-worship-e-

welcome. Ihe Quiver for October.

George Eliofa Private Life.
E. P. Whipple. in the North American

Revieto for October, has an article on
the "Private Life of George Eliot."
George Eliot said of a previous essay of
Mr. Whipple in this review, that it was
the best criticism of her Daniel Deronda
that had been written in any language.
Jlr. H hippie thus describes her union
with Mr. Lewes: "What some liberal
critics would call the great mistake of
her life, if not, as both Euelish and
American matronhood assert, the err i t
blot on her character, was her marriage
to George H. Lewes. According to En-
glish law, the marriage was illegal. The
wife of Mr. Lewes abandoned him after
committing adultery; she felt, or pre
tended to feel, remorse tor her conduct,
and was received back into the house-
hold she had dishonored. Then some
new seducer tempted her to fly away from
her husband ana children. The home
became homeless. By a technicality
of English law, Lewes had forfeited his
righs to be divorced from his faithless
partner, because, in a moment of com
passion, he had received her back as his
lawfully' wedded wife. In this condi-
tion, as a twice-dishonor- husband, he
met with Miss Evans. He was fas-
cinated by her, and she gradually became
fasoinated by him. There was no out-
ward beauty on either side; Lewes was
one of the homeliest men in Great Brit-
ain, and Miss Evans had no personal at
traction, if we except the sweetness of
her voice and the singular beauty of ex-
pression in her eyes. Each saw the vis-
age of the other 'in the mind.' Miss
Evans, repudiating tho technicality of
tbe English law, consented to be united
to Mr. Lewes, went abroad with him,
was married to him, we think, in
some foreign city, and returned
to England a kind of social rebel,
frowned upon by all women except
those intimate friends who knew her
motives and never faltered in their
friendship. As she never sought 'soci-
ety,' and rather disliked it, she bore
with exemplary patieooe all the social
disadvantages of her illegal rather than
immoral conduct. Seven years before
her union we find in one of her letters
this remark about the novel of Jane
Eyre, then the literary sensation of the
season: All is good, but
one would like it to be a somewhat
nobler cause than that of a diabolical
law which chains a man, soul and body,
to a putrefying carcass.' After her mar-
riage she wrote to her friend Mrs. Bray
that 'any unworldly, unsupcrstitious
woman who is sufficiently acquainted
with the realities of life can pro-
nounce my relations to Mr. Lewes
immoral;- I ean only understand by
remembering how subtile and complex
are the influences which mold opinion."
Whatever may be thought ot the legality
cr morality ot the connection, there can
be no doubt it led to the happiest results
to both parties. Lewes had been practi
cally homeless tor two years. I here was
danger that his children would grow up
uneducated and un cared for. He was
fast drifting into Bohemian habits. For
years ater his new marriage, Mrs. Lewes
states in her journal that their 'double
life is more and more blessed more and
more complete.' A few weeks after,
Lewes writes in his journal that he owes
an intellectual debt ot gratitude to
Herbert Spencer. He says: "My ac
quaintance with him was the brightest
ray in very dreary, wasted period of my
ife. I owe bim another and

deeper debt It was through him that I
learned to know Marions to know her
was to love ber and since then my life
has been a new birth. To her I owe all
my prosperity and happiness. God bless
herl"

Potter Palmer,
New York World: Pot'er Palmer, tbe

Chicago hotel millionaire, and Fred Grant
married sisters, daughters of Mr. Hon- -
ore. one ot the early citizens ot Chicago.
The llonores came from Kentucky, be-
came, when grown, very beautiful women,
the best types of a State celebrated for
the beauty of its women. The Honores
lost their fortune in tbe crash ot laoi
When Potter Palmer married his present
wife her family were poor. Palmer
bought back the old Honore place, and
has been a husband, father and brother
ta the family ever since. 1 have no
doubt that he was at the bottom of the
offer of the Chicago engineershiu to Fred
Grant. The Palmers were at the Mount
McGregor funeral, and came down to
New York with the members of the Grant
family. Potter Palmer is one of the most
sucoeslu! men in the West, lie is tall, lean
and spare, with the clean look and good
color ot a man who has regular and sim
ple habits. He has a kindly, regularly-
featured face, ornamented with a slight
gray moustache and a short chin beard,
His eyes are blue, and from their look
express great reserve. Mr. Palmer, like
most successful men. is more inclined to
reserve than expansiveness. His wife is
a lady who would attract notice any-
where on account of her quiet, easy dig
nity, simple grace of manner and good
taste in dressing, even if her good looks
alone were not enough to challenge at
tention. She is of medium bight, with
a slight undulating figure always well set.
off by well-c- ut garments. Her head is
well shaped and poised upon a most
graceful neck. She is a dark brunette,
ller luxuriant hair, which is combed up
high from ber narrow forehead, is be-

ginning to shimmer with gray, showing
that it will be a good, luxuriant, solid
color when the change does take place,
Her eves are very dark and full ot light.
Her month is small, and when she smiles
he shows a set ot the most even and

whitest teeth. Her complexion is very
clear, almost dark, while the outline of
her face is a fine oval, rotter er

has always had tbe reputation of correct
taste. 1 hose who have seen Mrs. Pal
mer will not doubt his judgment. Mr.
Palmer does not look a day over fifty.
He seems as if be were good for thirty
or forty years more of life. Few men
with his millions have as pleasant a home
Hfia as he. Generally, the ehase and
hunt for the millions leaves the home

Lontof the balance, so that when old ago
U'1.W.: irE."MHW-AJr-
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the sKiprtan meuraon.
Oh, the yachtsmen have a way that is very

vexing
Of discoursing in the English of the Qneen

And their me'aphort are certainly perpleaing
To a man who never has the ocean seen.

For instance, he might read the yachts were
standing

At a certain time "nvon a single tack."
And wonder that the otlicers commanding

bhould find of things to stand on such a lack
If he is a man of science, he'll dony it

lwo Toels on a single little spot I

If is a man of fllnr. Wll iWrv It
f. '"Pod on tacks just where he thought
,UCU UOt.

And when he reads nf how the jolly sailorIn open day will "hug a friendly hroeie.".He 11 sav th i. r i.Perhaps there was no woman there to saueeze.
I .ifimftm 1.) 1UJHlH

The Ghetto.
.Boston Advertiser: The proposed de-

molition of the Roman Ghetto is a matter
of great interest to artists and archseo-logist- a.

Regarding it in a practical light.
It 18 Certainly a Step toward nfnrm and
is in entire accordance with the spirit of
nccuuui auu uumanuy that i the ideal
of present Italy. Historically, the Ghetto
is a monument to oppression and race
prejudice; us narrow a.nd gloomy streeta
have witnessed excesses of cruelty and
despair. The fresh air and clear sun-
shine are powerless to illumine it or
render it wholesome. It is part of the
Rome that is passing out of actuality into
nisiory; ana tne sooner and more effect
ually it is relegated to its own place
among past things the better for the
Rome of living Romans. The Ghetto
itself dates back only three oenturies, to
the time when Paul IV., in his papal
bull of 1555, designated it as the obliga-
tory dwelling place for the Jews. Their
colonization in Rome began with the
arrival of a number of Jews who followed
I ompey on his return from the first con-
quest of Jerusalem. They settled Tras-tever-

nearly opposite the present
Ghetto: and. as their number increased
their settlement extended into the valley
of Egcria. American archxologists need
not be reminded of the excavation made
a few years since in the Jewish cemetery
near the Appian wav. It is reasonable
to hope for treasures still richer and of
greater signibcauce to art and history
whenever the demolition of the Ghetto
shall take place. The removal of the
old landmarks will undoubtedly be made
with the greatest care and intelligence
under the direction ot some of the de-
voted archaeologists of the city. Much,
indeed, has been lost and destroyed.
Goths, Vandals, tire and the sword have
swept over the place. The heathens pil-
laged the treasures of the Romans: and,
later, the Inquisition robbed the Jews.

et, it is almost certain that. nn.W tbo
floors, or buried beside the thre.shhnlds.
of these miserable abodes, given over to
aecay ana darkness, will be lound wealth
of money and jewels; some of them, per-
haps, pledged to Jewish money lenders
by popes and nob'eucn, whose names
were upon the books of the Hebrews.
Still deeper in tbe earth.and still more re-
moved in timo and history, will be found
rencs ot lmperiul Homo, when, mstcad
of the squalid houses of the G heto. arose
upon this site tne stately porticos of
Octavia and the theaters of Ualbus and
of Mareellus. From the historic earth
of this site has already emerged the

enus of Praxiteles. Historians assure
us that many statues not less valuable
had their niches in these superb the
aters; that marbles chiseled by the fore
most sculptors ot the time are known to
have adorned the scenes; and that in the
theater of Balbus were no less than
seventy-fiv- e equestrian images in bronze,
effigies of as many friends of Alexaudcr
the Great, and modeled bv his command
by the artist Ly si pirns. When the work
of demolition shall begin, students of
art and history will be on hand to wit
ness the excavations. It will be an oc
casion of importance, and, perhaps, of
excitement; and it is simply impossible
to calculate beforehand what treasures
will be revealed, or wbat new licht will
be thrown upon history by the clearing
away oi tnese ancient nauuts oi terror;
avarice and misery.

Grant at Cherry's Table.
It was at the home of the late Mr. W.

II. Cherry, at Savannah'Tenn.. that Gen.
Grant made his headquarters just before
the battle of Shiloh. "The Federal
chieftain." says the Nashville American,

was sitting at the breaklast table of Mr.
Cherry when the first cannon of the
eventful contest was fired. The eennral
was a little late in leaving his apartment
that morning and presented his apologies
therefore to Mrs. Cherry, remarking that
tie nad not retired as early as usual the
night before and consequently had the
headache. Though a bat tlo was known
to be imminent, neither the general nor
his staff expected it that day and they
sat down to a breakfast which was des-
tined never to be completed. Mrs.
Cherry, a lady of great refinement and
culture, was extending the courtesies of
ber home in a manner which by its uni-
formity seemed to have won upon the
respectof the foeman chieftain. He oc-
cupied a seat immediately to her right,
his staff arranged around him. Mrs.
Cherry poured out a cup of coffee, which
the general received and placed before
him with a 'thank you, madam.' He was
in the act of raisiug it to his lips, when
the boom of a cannon was heard in the
distance. Ihe cup was lor a moment
poised in air, while the general, half
turning his head and exclaiming 'what's
that? seemed to be listening intently.
The words were hardly uttered before
the ominous sound was repeated. The
general anrans in hia 4ns,t TlontlamAn
the ball has opened. We must be going,'
oe exoinimea. adii in nve minutes be,
his staff and orderlies were aboard
the small steamer anchored at the font
of the hill, and steaming up the Tennes-
see."

At Loardes.
Correspondence Philadelphia Times:

There are some hundreds of priests con
tinually in attendance made up in part.u 1 : 1 . ri!uuu iuo uieneai contingent wnicn ac
company the many pilsrimagcs to
liOurdos. During each forenoon masses
are celebrated half-hourl- y and oftener.
and each recurring service is attended by
throngs sick and well. There is no let
up in the recital of the Litanies and the
Rosary ,;not only in tho churches but at
the shrine, where lighted tapers burn
night and day. The votive temole.
erected on tho hights near by, presents
in its interior a novel and beautiful pict-
ure. The walls are literally ooncealed
by the flags of all nations tastefully en-
twined against them, a pleasing reminder
that the beneficiaries at Lourdes have
come from every clime. It is peculiarly
grateful in this connection to record the
laot that tbe Amenoan eolors occupy a
privileged position above the hieh altar
within the sanctuary, blending with thev l mi v .,
x t uueu. j. iie grutto proper, wnerein tne
first apparition of the blessed mother was
seen, is of small proportions, and cannot,
tnereiore, accommodate much ot a
throng, those who have visited it
and the lady to whom I am indebted far
these notes did so have been straneelv
impressed with the tranauil boautvof its
interior. Many of the nrst families of
V .i muee are. it is saiu. represented in tne
corps ef volunteer nurses at the hospital,
where they accompany the poor orionlod
guests on their several pilgrimages, and
remain with them all the while. Going
and coming, the expenses of these ailing
peasant folks are paid by the titled peo
ple wno have inaugurated the journey,
and who thus constitute themselves
their guardians and nurses.

Papers In Their Hair.
Kingston Freeman: That which strikes

a man as something quite remarkable.
hen riding through the country places.

is the peculiarity ot a species ot head
"fixin" of the female when she appears
in or around her residence any time be-
fore 4 o'clock in the afternoon. Whether

oung or middle-aged- , rich or poor,
i lack or wnite; whether she lives

in a mansion or in a log cabin, it
is the same, a bead fairly covered

ith pieces of white paper which
she has twisted in her hair. The con
trast in the color of these white bits of
paper and the hair is striking. W hether
tne hair is black, brown or red, the pa-
pers dancing around in a breeze or while
she is tripping lightly, give her head
a most animated sort of appear
ance, tnat causes the male sex
to wonder and wonder. The writer
of this article in riding twenty- -
eight miles one day saw over 100
women along tbe road, and the head
of every one was bedeoked with these
pieces ot white Dane.r. One snrl was chon-
ping wood by the roadside. She had bare
feet, wore an old skirt and very little of
a dress waist, but her bead was done up
in white papers regardles of expense.
Her dress all through was, however,
much more in aceord than that ol an
other who was seen dressed out in the
finest attire from heel to head, diamonds
on the fingers and in the cars, with the
white papers gaily jiggering around on
her head. This unanimity led there-porte- r

to ponder. Why not use some
other color than whiter w by look hide-
ous ten hours oi the day broad daylight

for the purpose of having "frizzes ' a
little while was a

r . solution WHuottt aia.sa

EMTCATIOSAL.

(".Irs. Emma C.Tucker

WILL her school (f girls only), at
Linden street. OcSobw I. ""

MISS HIGBEE'S
HOME AM) DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS,

Top Ptacv. Biml Ht..n-mpbI,Ta-

CCLASSES REUMRD OCT. 5. 1885, Buildin
oomrortdiooB. Pleasure irroasd: xtiiiiT

and bMutitul. Speoial attention paid to health
and comfort of papilj. Urmnanicexercim dailr.

Course of itudy eminently practical. Pupils
aided to becom ing. Teachers alltrained specialists of hisrh standing.

School of Modern Lanjruaes under aative)
teachers. Conversational methods. School of
Music in chartre ot eradcatesot the Cincinnati
and New Entrland Colleges of Mumo. Art School
under a trained teacher rcm the School of Design,
Cincinnati University. Wood Car ring- taught.
K locution by a diotinjruiphed graduate of the
National School of Kloeutioo

Enrollment laM year. .
Owing to 9 of day school, but few

boarding pa pi Is can be accommodated. Placet,
must be secured early.

ST. AGNES ACADEMY
Boarding and Da School

The Thirty-Sixt- h Tear
Be? In First Mam da7 ef feer,

PARENTS snd guardians who hare daughter,
to educate are respectfully invited

to consider the merits of this Institute. Pupils
of all religious denominations are received. Tba
course of study is thorough and extensive
While the solid studies are regarded as tbe most
important much attention is given to those)
graceful accomplishments which contribute o
refine and elevate society.

To promote emulation premiums gold medals,
etc . are awnrded at the annual commencement.

The grounds comprising ten acres. shadd ay
grand forest trees, are beautifully laid out, saak
ing oat-do- excrcixe delightful. Pupils may
here enjoy the refinements of a city location and
at the same time all the quiet of a rural retreat.

Few families exercite the same vigilance over
the health of their children aa is given here. The
library is well supplied with standard works and
every inducement is offered to cultivate taste)
for choice reading Addrens

MuTtlKR SUPERIOR,
St. Agnes Academy, Memphis, Tenn.

.versity of Virginia
The SIvtyHseond session begins Ortoberi 'I. Thorough instruction in Literary, Scien

tino and rroiepMonai ueparttnents, ror cat
logue apply (P. O. Ukivrksity or Va.) to

;jAMiM F. IIaRRISOX, M.D.
C'hialrmiMi of thw Fiarnlty.

K DUCATS TOVR PAUGITTJCIl AT s

iS'ENGE HILLj
OlUTrihon! for Olrla In (he flonth.l

"Vf A. a U.. laVl, Vt sUb, &UMUtJWUkms, sVJ,

VOCAL CULTURE.
.PROP. MORSE N. WOWKd,

Director of the Mosart Society, anil Print
eipalof the Conservatory of Musio, will, oa hia
return from New York, July 15th, open a special
course of six weeks instruction for those whola
tend to teach. Office honra from 9 to 12 and from
2 to 5. daily. Address MOKSB 8. DOWNS,

unnservatnry ol niimo,
Monroe and Second St., Memphis, Tenn.

Mrs. Wade's School for (Jirls
A OQ SHELBY BTKEKT Tenth Annual

sion will commence on MONDAY, ftept"
14. Ennlii-- course comprehensive tvnd
thorough. 1 instruction given in rreucn, luaun, .

Music allocution ani urawing

Clara Conway Institute
250 Poplar Mrcet, ;

U KM Pfi I M, a t I TEMI BAABJB

inth Year Opena Oct. 5, 1885.
MISS CLARA COMYAY, t Princlp.

A SCHOOL for hnnetand thnrourh work for
eultuieand for the attain

ment of womanly fore and character.
A daily gymnastic drill for gaining a free. Arm

step, a graeeful carriage, and a strong weilnie6'
veloped lorm.

special advantages fortne study or Musio, Lan
ruages. Drawing, Fainting and .

The only school in Memphis in which the beauti
ful Delsarte system of hlocution is taught.

New and handsome buildings, lighted, heated
and ventilated in accordance with late acientiuo
investigation. Large

Home department, va auniim airwet.
Circulars contninins: a cut of the new bulldlnr
iay be had 0t, !se book stores. Catalosues will
s issued enrlt in S'pteinher. Until then, ss

Miss CLA It A CON W A Y . Saratoga Si.rinm.
K. .t Dt Mrs. H. P. MOKTON, a Adams street.

Lauderdale Institute.
A Classical School for Both Soxes

ADVANTAGES: A fine Library, a large
an extensive Ma

scum nf Scientio tSoecimens and Curiosities, ft
henlthful and accessible location at KIPLKY,
ir.im,, vnui nnriQ oi Aiouipuis on uit i, u.
and S. W. K.K. The next session " - t
ABftlMt 31, FNDKK.

K. H. HANDLE, A.M., Pi oheragw.
llAMLInMI till. IIIrrK aCs.al.arT091arr niiiri iiiv; m u iiu

A SELECT, limited school for boys and
tnen. laecourteul study embrace

English Branches, together with Latin
German. Hither Mathematics and ltook--
The instruction is thorough and the dn
strict. The thirteenth scholastic year will
Monday. Aug:. 31. Isjv Terms nersett
40 weeks: Tuition. f": Tuition and boa
eluding washing, fuel, lights and furnish
room, 9223. ror farther information, address!

J. O. KKKUliUU, llopkinsvillo. KV

HANOVER ACADEMY
PIU.IM A. Tnylora.illei V. s,

O0L. HILARY P. JONKS. M. A., Prinp.
vy Session heeiM swim. BOiti and ends J
until, t'fttiilogues sent on application

IsaGrange Female
LiU.KAAiUE, TEX

TUTS school, which rosnn.es its exert lees tho
Mo it ilny In Piliubf r. offar tt

young ladies seeking an education moateicellett
schola-ti- c opportunities, and a delightful hum
with the President.

Location healthful. Terms reasonable. 8a
per ior advantages in the Music department.

For further particulars apply to the under-
signed. 8. P. HICK, President.

LaSalette Academy,
178 Third Street.

A SELECT DAY SCHOOL FOR CURLS.

School vpfns Houdity, ttoptember ?tti

PARENTS are recommended to aend their
first day, or as early aa p

The Hifttars fetl aeawred of tte cuntfnued ottroa- -
age that has been bestowed upon them, and they
will endeavor each year to render the Academy
more worthy of the public conMpncc.

THE caiir.L.KTT
MAGNOLIA COTTON GIN,

Feeder and Condenser.
The F.rnuoat hlnadard I'otlosi wis, JfeX

Msmaffcfcfiireel.
At the World's Cotton Centennial Exnnsltld

In New Orleans, it has just taken the ' ilishes.
Award, Diploma and Hold Medal for light-dra.- t,
best sample and ceneral utility."

Our machines are simple and durable, clean the
seed thoroughly, and produce a large yield.

They never break the roll in ftinninsj, nor chek
nnder the severest test. They are also light-draf- t, .

fin fast, and for superior sample hare never beea
equaled. For rrioes.partirulara, et.,gddree

GULL,KTTiIN CO., AMITK, LA.
OrOrylll Brothsim it ., lamphin.Taa,

SOB COUCH. AID CROUP UttTAYIjOH'S

Th Mr I na M mtheTwS from trwtsf Um m
Wtvtu SsU luU tTMtaa Is m HowUiara aisatsM.
eoaleaiM MlMlsttlBg psMJtOTMt fTtMlpl IhM UfiMBt
M phrn prodoctM ta rj manlnt tMttgta. m4 mIm.

Imm tfc ktM throw ug tb flvlM nesmhra in nrosjp m
VhoiMaib When mdMS wit lb WaUtni
lTtnn. principle U Um hIWb pi tat of thsy siri a,14a, pr

mm ta fatlobs Ubmriv o (twan Qvm aa
MaiXana tb flean knows m 4y Ut Coach., Craaa,
WVoptB-Cm- ao4 ComMmpiUa, ; va4 aa psUaubla, an

MIS la alajao tk. U. Aak Tr 4rncrlM raw U. mia,.ail. WALTE A. TAYLOR, Atlanta, Oe.
Vm na. Rioneis' hitklibirrt cuhoisl totjt Dyaaaaary A Caudiea TaaUlae. far aatea

HEALTH Iff WEALTH. --Da. K. O. Wijt'.
Bbaim Trratm int, a guarantee!

specific for Ilysteria, Iiines. Convulsions;
Fits, Nervous Neuralgia, Headache. Nervous
Prostration, caused by the use of aloe ho I or to-
bacco ; Wakefulness, Mental Impression, goften- -
ing of tbe Brain, resulting in insanity and lead-
ing to misery, decay and death; Prematura) Old
Age, Barrenness, Loss ot Power in either sex x
Involuntary Losses and Spermatorrhea, eauaed
hi ot the brain, self-rbu- or over-
indulgence. Kach box contains one month's
treatment. SI a box, or six boxes for tf, sent by
mail prepaid, on receipt of price. We guarantee)
Six Boxes to cure any case. With each order re-
ceived by ns for six boxes, accompanied with jf
we will send the purchaser our written guarantee)
to refund the money if the treatment woes not
effect a care. Guarantees issued only by A.
RKNKKRT A CO.. Druggist, Memphis. Tennis

WANTED AGK5TS, Men and Women, to
TUB CHILD'S BibLB

Introduction by Rev. J. H. Vincent, D.l. One
agent has sold 60 in a town of 6J4 people; one 73
In a village of TA 1 one new age ,t 85 in 10 days 1

one 2r3 in 4 successive weeks ;ue 40 in 3 days at
two different time. not neceesary,
AddrtH CASttkLji-,0- . (L't'd),

-- 4fllnAI Wttismtfti
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